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I was condemned a Sforzato to the galleys, for poisoning the Cardinal Bembo's - cook, hath at all attached, much less dejected me. No, no, worthy gentlemen; to tell you true, I cannot endure to see the rabble of these ground ciarlitani, that spread their cloaks on the pavement, as if they meant to do feats of activity, and then come in lamely, with their mouldy tales out of Boccacio, like stale Tabarine, the fabulist: some of them discoursing their travels, and of their tedious captivity in the Turks' galleys, when, indeed, were the truth known, they were the Christians' galleys, where very temperately they ate bread and drank water, as a wholesome penance, enjoined them by their confessors, for base pilferies.
Sir P. Note but his bearing, and contempt of these.
Volp. These turdy-facy-nasty-paty-fartical rogues, with one poor groat's worth of unprepared antimony, finely wrapped up in several cartoccios, are able, very well, to kill their twenty a week, and play; yet these meagre, starved spirits, who have half stopped the organs of their, minds with earthy appilations, want not their favourers among your shrivelled, salad-eating artisans, who are overjoyed that they may have their ha'porth of physic, though it purge them into another world, it makes no matter.
Sir P. Excellent! Ha' you heard better language, sir?
Volp. Well, let them go. And, gentlemen, honourable gentlemen, know that for this time our bank, being thus removed from the clamours of the canaglia, shaU be the scene of pleasure and delight; for I have nothing to sell, little or nothing to sell.
Sir P. I told you, sir, his end.
Per. You did so, sir.
Volp. I protest, I and my six servants, are not able to make of this precious liquor, so fast as it is fetched away from my lodging by gentlemen of your city, strangers of the terra-firma, worshipful merchants;